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OttoJcar von Horneck (advancing).

My gracious lord and emperor, hear me, too!
Rudolph.

Who are you?

HornecJc.

Ottokar von Horneck, sir,
Liege to the noble Ott von Lichtenstein,
Whom holds the king, with other noble knights,
'Gainst law  and judgment in  confinement close.
I plead for him, and for our country, too,
A good lord he, and good this land of ours,
Deserving that a prince take up its cause.
Where can you find its equal on this earth?
Look round   you, and wherever turns your eye,
It smiles as smiles the bridegroom on his bride.
Its verdant meadows, fields of golden grain,
With flax and saffron spread in varied hues
And flowers fragrant, and with healing herbs;
Thus stretch its valleys and its plains their breadth,
A garland rich, as far as eye can see,
Tied by the Danube's silvery band around.
It rises gently up to vine-clad heights,
Where tempts in terraced rows the golden grape
That swelling ripens in God's glowing sun,
The darksome, teeming woods the crown of all.
And God's breath hovers over mount and dale,
And warms and ripens plants and quickens pulse,
As never pulse is quickened on cold steppes.
And therefore is the Austrian gay and frank,
His frailties unconcealed, as are his joys,
Unenvying, but willing to be envied.
Whatever he does is done with gladsome spirit.
Perhaps in Saxony and on the Ehine
There are good folk, much better read in books,
But would you know what fitting is in need,
What pleases God and man; seek you clear sight,
